WHEN YOU'RE SKEPTICAL ABOUT ASKING GOD FOR HELP

   In his article, "Voyage of Faith," Thomas Fleming tells the true story of how a B-17 Flying Fortress crew survived a crash in October 1942 in the South Pacific Ocean. The crew and passengers quickly manned 3 small life rafts but had almost no food (only 4 oranges), no water, and little equipment.  Among these men were Eddie Rickenbacker, the WWI flying ace and Colonel Hans Adamson.

   The copilot was Jim Whittaker who, early in the ordeal, had been contemptuous of the prayers and Bible reading of the others as they sought divine help on the heaving, open sea. Whittaker equated prayer and religion with weakness. Only brains and nerve would get them out of this mess.

   Yet Whittaker saw one prayer after another being answered. On one occasion just after Rickenbacker had offered a prayer for food, a sea swallow landed on his head. Its raw flesh was quickly consumed and its intestines were used as bait to catch several more fish. After another prayer the pilot, Bill Cherry, fired his flare gun into the evening sky.

   But the flare malfunctioned and plunged into the water, driving several fish into the raft. After another of Bill Cherry's prayers, this time for desperately needed water, the baffled crew watched as a fleecy white cloud turned darkish blue and proceeded to drench them with rain.

   By the 13th day Whittaker and his companions were desperate from the scorching sun and from lack of water. Whittaker noticed rain falling about a mile from their rafts but the wind was driving it away. Whittaker prayed aloud, "God, you know what that water means to us. It's in your power to send back that rain." The bluish-black curtain of water began moving toward them--against the wind! Within minutes, it was drenching the rafts and quenching their thirst.

   By the 20th day Whittaker and his companions spotted land.  They made a vain attempt to paddle with their hands but did not have strength enough to sit up. Whittaker cried out to God for help.  Feeling strengthened, he began to paddle and continued to do so for 7 1/2 hours.

   Land was now within 250 feet, but an unexpected current suddenly carried their rafts about a mile away outside a jagged coral reef, and into a swarm of encircling sharks. "God," Whittaker cried, "don't quit me now!" He felt a new surge of energy to his arms and shoulders and invigorating rain fell on his back. Whittaker continued to paddle safely passed the sharks and a swell carried them over the reef. After they touched land friendly natives gave them shelter and food and notified the U.S. Navy. During those days of crisis, Whittaker said, "I found my God." He learned the lesson that all of us must learn - we all have limitations but God can carry' us beyond them if we turn to him for strength.

PRAYER:
Lord, I want to put all my faith in You.  I want to be able to rely on You for my every need.  My faith is weak, but You are strong and You are able to carry me through even the roughest of life’s waves.  I know I am lost without You and I pray You will be by my side throughout the storms that I face.  Bless me I pray and guide me in doing Your will.  May my every breath be a prayer to You. Amen.

